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treason had not killed her. She found that
she had really no desire to die. She found
that she could live without Benjamin, and she
only kept him out of pride, and to hold for
herself sthe honors of war*

For a moment she thought of going to
America, where she had certain interests,
For this purpose she wrote a touching letter
to Talleyrand in February, 1809. She appealed
to his aid: "You wrote me fourteen years
ago, 'If J stay here another year, 1 shall die
here/ I may say as much of my sojourn
abroad. I shall succumb under it But the
time for pity is past; necessity takes the place
of it. . . . Half of my life is gone, * . * Are
you happy? With your superior mind do you
not go to the bottom of everything, even sor-
row?" Talleyrand considered that the bot-
tom of everything was an immense void, and
he did not like to look into it He professed
a particular aversion to explanations; if he
sent her any reply, no one knows of it. Madame
de Stael found some distraction in publishing
the memoirs of the Prince de Ligne, which
she had brought home from Vienna, But this
"whipped cream'* could not long sustain her
imagination. Her friends, who thought she
exaggerated her complaints of exile, advised
her, if she desired to find favor again, to makeenjamin's
